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are a garland of pearls for you.
Your lotus of love
has bloomed
in the muddy lake of sin.
The peaceful and charming abode of bees
is full
with exalted fondness
for nectar and fragrance.
You, who knew that
which you ought not to have known,
you can make me know that
which ought to be known.
You, who travelled in desolate paths,
can show me the way.
You, who were born
and brought up
as an offspring of sins,
can liberate me, the sinner,
today, from the curse.
You, who suffered and distressed
in the darkness of sorrow,
can smile, today,
as the moonlight of my night,
Sonia, in the night of suspicion,
in the dreadful forest of soul-tortures,
where is the way,
where is the light
for the^ghosts, gone astray?
Where is the old woman of death,
who kept life itself as mortgage?
Where has she gone,
taking away the right
to show the way
of redemption of the debt?
The wheel of time
has reversed itself,